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The Fallen... 


Oh I’ve seen the 
believers, all standing 
and daunt 


their muscles like 
bowstrings all twisted 
and taunt 


they stare at the gate, 
they gloom at the logs.. 


They ponder the 
reason for the lack of 
the gods.. 


For Trisnic has fallen, 
the lich hath done 
harm.. 


the wizards cast away, 
and the Paladins run.. 


The peasants they 
wander, immune to the 
taunts 


of the people among 
them whom wrestle the 
fraught 


of the dead and the 
wounded that lie in the 
beds 


of secret dry forces, of 
monsters, of dreads. 


The lich walks among 
them, his head is stuck 
high 


as he opens his maw, 
and speaks with a cry 


"You failed poor 
Britannia!” 


"You've failed your 
poor lord!” 


"This city is mine, you 
have all be 
forewarned!” 


"Now run to the castle 
and ponder but how 


"the mistress Minax 
has acquired the now 
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-Xarth, Poet of 


Chesapeake 
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